THE BAGHDAD AIR MAIL

and the whole desert turned crimson and orange. The
sun was dropping behind the dark rim of the horizon,
and as we passed L.G. Ill and approached the Jebels
between III and II the sight was amazing. A crimson
glory lit the desert and the facets of the little hills till
they glowed like fire against the dark curtain of clouds
which seemed to steal across the fire-glowing mud to
meet us. I kept looking back at that sun, and saw it
reflected in my tail planes and hull, dyeing them with
crimson pigment. The sun sank; the light faded;
quickly, too quickly, the bank of cloud drew over us
like a pall, and I had to come down to about 1,000
feet. We wirelessed to Ramadi for rockets and flares.
How thankful I was that I had taken that extra petrol!
I had no night flying gear buttoned on, however, which
worried me. The track was getting harder and harder
to see. What if I lost it and had to land in the dark
without a Holt flare! A most unpleasant look-out!
To push on was the only hope.

With the last light I picked out the Bitumen Pools
like black shadows. Searle got the main cockpit light
working, but was unable to get the compass light to
work. No rockets were visible at Ramadi, for the very
simple reason that they were shooting up into the low
clouds. All I could do to keep direction was to keep
the red streak of afterglow dead behind me. One saw
this red streak tinder the fall of cloud, long and clear,
far over the face of the darkening desert. Soon I looked
back at the Bitumen Pools and they were turned to blood;
pools of sheer blood in black basins. An unforgettable
sight. Then I saw moving lights below. The head-
lights of the westward-bound Nairn convoy of three
cars. Again} lights ahead! Were they the flares at